DINO FRESCOBALDI

I. SONNET

Of what his Lady is             ,

THIS is the damsel by whom love is brought?
To enter at his eyes that looks on her ; /
This is the righteous niaid, the comforter,

Whom every virtue honours unbesought.

Love, journeying with her, unto smiles is wrought/
Showing the glory which surrounds her there ; /
Who, when a lowly heart prefers its prayer, /

Can make that its trangression come to nought.

And, when she giveth greeting, "by Love's rule,
With sweet reserve she somewhat lifts her eyes,
Bestowing that desire which speaks to
Alone on what is noble looks she thus,
Its opposite rejecting in like wise,

This pitiful young maiden beautiful.

II. SONNET

Of the Star of his Love

THAT star the highest seen in heaven's expanse
Not yet forsakes me with its lovely light :
It gave me her who from her heaven's pure height

Gives all the grace mine intellect demands.

Thence a new arrow of strength is in my hands
Which bears good will whereso it may alight;
So barbed, that no man's body or soul its flight

Has wounded yet, nor shall wound any man's.

Glad am I therefore that her grace should fall
Not otherwise than thus ;  whose rich increase
Is such a power as evil cannot dim.

My sins within an instant perished all

When I inhaled the light of so much peace.
And this Love knows ; for I have told it him.